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Clarity 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first piece published here, so | hope it's good! Merry Ficmas! 


"God, fuck." 

Jason bobbed up and down James's shaft at a pace that made James grip the upholstery of the cheap hotel 
chair with white knuckles. His chest heaved with each pass of Jason's mouth. He wasn't gonna last long, and 
Jason knew it too. 

James certainly wasn't going easy on Jason. His hips bucked hard into the pleasure of Jason's mouth, making 
Jason gag and splutter. And with the grip James had on the back of Jason's head, Jason wouldn't be surprised 
if he later found a patch of hair missing. 


Not long after, James had finished down Jason's throat. 


Jason stood and wiped his mouth. Having barely caught his breath, he reached forward to James's shirt. His 


hand slid beneath the fabric and James stood suddenly from the chair. 


James closed a tight fist around Jason's wrist, pulling his hand out from his shirt. "We're done," he said, making 


sure to catch and hold Jason's gaze before he continued. "Now get out." 
Jason stared back in shock "But James, we're- we're sharing this room. Where do you expect me-" 


"| don't fucking care!" James exclaimed, and the air in the hotel room stilled to a tense quiet. His eyes were 


cold. "Get out." 


Jason's gaze hardened. He didn't have it in him to argue, or the energy to coddle James's apparently shattered 
masculinity. James had been the one to shove him into this hotel room. James had pushed Jason to his knees 
and then his cock into his mouth. But Jason should have expected this all to happen once James had gotten 
what he'd wanted. Jason snatched his shirt from the floor, pulled it on over his head, and left the room 


without another word. 


The door slammed shut, and James fell back into the chair with a shaky breath. He hated to think of it, but 
he'd been longing to see Jason's pretty mouth around his cock for weeks. Now it had happened, and he felt 


hollow. 

It had felt good- that wasn't the problem. James knew Jason had wanted it too. 

James had hoped that having Jason suck him off just once would put end to all of this- the thoughts, the way 
he'd catch his eyes following the lines of his body, the shameful desire. He'd hoped to be satisfied Now that 
he'd still been left wanting more, he could only push Jason away. James regretted it, but he was too much of 


a coward to go about fixing any of it. 


Two weeks had passed, and there had been several nights after that James had lied awake thinking of it. He'd 


managed to always room with Kirk or Lars since then 

"James, you don't mind if | room with Lars tonight, do you?" Kirk asked, snapping James from his thoughts. 
James blinked. "What?" 

‘| just figured you'd want to maybe have a room to yourself tonight, is all. f you don't, that's—" 

"To myself?" 


"Yeah, Jason told us that he was meeting up with an old friend from high school, but you'd already left the 


dressing room," Kirk explained. 


"Oh," James said. "Yeah, that's- that's fine, Kirk Go ahead" 


Lars and Kirk didn't seem to waste much time when the bus pulled into the hotel's parking lot. They had 
grabbed their bags and were up to their room practically by the moment James had stepped off the bus. He 
grabbed his own bag, and was about to head inside before he noticed Jason's bag still sitting there. With a sigh, 
he slung the extra duffel bag over his shoulder. 


Warm water flowed down over James's chest and back, washing away the post-show gunk on his skin. And 


while a shower after a show was always one of the best feelings, James couldn't help but somehow still feel 


dirty as he turned the water off. 


James stepped out of the bathroom, a towel wrapped around his waist. He didn't care much for clothes if he 


didn't have to wear them, and a night alone meant exactly that. 


He'd thrown Jason's bag on one of the room's two beds. As James passed towards the bed he'd claimed for 
himself, he saw that the zipper on the duffel bag was partially open, and a few articles of clothing had spilled 
out. 


James had watched Jason more than he would've cared to admit at the show just a few hours ago. His gaze 
would catch on him, like a fly trapped in honey. He'd rip himself away, back to the mic and the crowd, but he'd 
blink and find that his eyes had drifted yet again to his right. 


He'd left the stage in a hurry- the faster he distanced himself from Jason, the sooner he could get a grip on 
his wandering thoughts. 


And now the shirt that spilled from Jason's bag taunted him. Jason must have changed before he left, because 
it was the shirt he'd worn at the show that stared up at James. 


James could still picture how the white Misfits shirt had hugged Jason's shoulders and stretched across his 


chest. It had clung to his skin so closely- every contour and line was made clear. The fabric was still damp. 
His cock twitched beneath the thin hotel towel. 
Fuck it, he thought. Fuck it. He was alone for the night, might as well make use of it. 


He took the shirt and sat with it on his bed. Pulling back the towel from his waist, he brought the shirt to his 
nose. He was already pretty close to being fully hard, and taking in the shirts scent- Jason's scent- was more 


than enough to get him the rest of the way there. 


James spit into his palm and took hold of himself. He'd wanted it to be quick, impersonal, but he couldn't help 
but picture the way Jason had looked on his knees that night two weeks ago, mouth around James's cock, 


eager to please. 


His head tilted back to rest on the bed's headboard as his fist quickly rose and fell around his cock. James's 
free hand gripped the shirt, bringing it to his nose once more. God, it was pure Jason. He could feel that heat 


begin to build in his gut as he kept going, and the sound of his heartbeat thundered in his ears. 
Just a few more passes. He was close. 


His eyes had drifted shut as he'd expected to come, but at the sound of the room's door clicking open, they 
snapped back open. 


And there was Jason. His eyes flicked from James's naked form to the Misfits shirt he still held intensely, 
then up to meet his eyes. 


The sensations firing in James's nerves had skidded to a halt at the sudden shock, and his erection was still 


painfully evident. He yanked the hotel towel back over himself. 
"You're not supposed to be- Jason, I-" 


But Jason had already made his decision. In the blink of an eye, Jason had abandoned his shirt on the floor and 
closed the distance between them. 


He'd decided to give James another chance. His feelings for James would never let him form a grudge against 
him. And while this certainly wasn't what Jason had expected to come back to, this was an opportunity for 
James to get over himself and be vulnerable for once in his goddamn life. Jason could only pray that James 


would take it. 


James had turned so that he sat on the bed's edge. Jason started to go to his knees, but James stopped him 
with a firm hand on his shoulder. 


"Why are you- why are you doing this?" His eyes were wide in genuine curiosity. 
"Ever heard of second chances?" 


Jason had never seen James so shaken That air of confidence he always possessed had vanished. His tongue 


seemed to fail him as he stared speechless down at Jason. 


Then James pulled Jason up to his feet. "If that's how you're seeing this," he said slowly, "then | want things to 
be different this time." 


"Yeah? You mean that?" 
James nodded, brow furrowed in sincerity. 
"So you're okay if | do this?" Jason asked before pressing a kiss to James's cheek 


James let out a breath at the kiss. You could have almost missed it- but Jason felt the warmth against his 


skin. 


'I- | think so," James said softly. He felt like he was sixteen again- just a clueless kid trying to figure 
everything out for himself. Jason's touch was unlike anything he'd ever felt before. 


Jason brought a hand up to cradle James's jaw. Then, he leaned in and kissed James on the lips. It took a 


moment for James to reciprocate, but once he did, Jason had never imagined that James could be so gentle. 
James broke off not long after. Eyes closed, he rested his forehead against Jason's and let out a shaky breath. 


"Is okay to be nervous. This is new," Jason said, resting a hand in the center of James's chest. His skin was 


warm, and he could feel James's heart racing beneath his fingertips. 


James's eyes opened to look up at Jason. For once, James was transparent. Jason could see right into him, and 


it was refreshing to not have to dance around James's ego. 
‘I'd thought," James began, breaking eye contact to study the geometric hotel carpeting, "I'd thought that that 
one time was going to be enough. But it's more than that- | feel more than that- and | know that now. | didn't 


know how to act, so | pushed you away and treated you like shit. God, Jason, I'm sorry.’ 


Jason could easily hear that James's apology was genuine. He was probably now one of the few people that 


could say that they'd received an apology from James Hetfield. 
"You know I've got feelings for you, James," Jason murmured, “and | want to take things further if-" 
James's tongue wetted his lips. "I'd like that," he said, voice low. 


"Would you?" Jason grinned. He ran a hand through James's hair and eased himself onto James's lap. There 


wasn't much that the thin hotel towel was able to conceal. 


Never in a million years had Jason thought that this would one day actually happen. He might have fantasized 
countless nights alone about it all, but now he could blink and see that it was finally a reality. 


‘I've seen the way you look at me," Jason said into James's ear, "when you think | don't see you." Jason's hands 
roamed over James's bare skin, over the muscles of his back and shoulders, up and down his sides. They came 


to rest clasped around James's neck. 

| want you, Jase. And its not the same way I've ever wanted anyone else before." James sighed into Jason's 
gentle touch. He'd never imagined ever talking to Jason about any of this, but now that it was happening, God, 
it felt good. "| couldn't see that before." 


A warm smile spread across Jason's face. "I want you too, James." 


James's blue eyes fell downwards almost shyly at Jason's words. And this time, James was the one to bring 
his lips up to Jason's. With a bit of newfound confidence, James deepened the kiss. Saying that he wanted things 
to be different was one thing, but showing it was what really mattered. 


As the pair continued, they shifted further onto the bed. James was now positioned over Jason, and he'd edged 


a knee between Jason's legs. He could feel that Jason was just as hard as he was. 


James straightened up and let his gaze drift over Jason beneath him. Now there was no Misfits shirt, no tight 


jeans, to hide Jason's body. Now there was no shame in admiring him. 
"God, | wanna fuck you," James murmured. 
Jason had overheard the way James talked to groupies when he got them alone- they'd take almost anything 


from him without complaint. Perhaps it was jealousy that made his stomach twist on those particularly loud 
rights between James and a girl. 


But this was different. James's voice held a different tone. 


"You wanna fuck me?" Jason asked. He watched James bring a hand downwards to work at the button and 


zipper of Jason's jeans. 

Jason didn't want to seem desperate, but God, he wanted this. He helped tug himself out of his jeans, and then 
his boxers. The towel fell away from James's waist with only a slight tug. Nothing separated them anymore- 
this was real. 

"James?" 

"Hm?" 


"Fuck me, then" 


Jason could see apprehension suddenly blossom across James's features. James was nervous, and that's when 


the realization struck Jason. 
"James, am | the first guy you've slept with?" 
James's mouth fell just barely open at the question as he stared down at Jason. His lips would part, as if he 


were about to speak, but then they would close to keep the silence. Finally, it seemed that he'd drawn the 


courage. 
"Yeah." 


Jason gave a gentle smile. "That's alright. Lucky for you, I've-" 


"| don't wanna hear about all the guys you've been with, Jase," James said, but his words weren't laced with 


the animosity Jason had become so previously accustomed to. 


Jason could feel James's fingers tremble as they drifted down his stomach. James could easily talk the talk, 


but walking the walk was a bit different. 

"You're gonna have to help me out" James explained, barely above a whisper. 

"Hts just like a chick," Jason reassured. You fuck chicks all the time, he thought, but didn't dare say. 

"Yeah? You gonna scream like one?" 

"You'll have to find out” 

James flashed a grin, and it felt good to see him be open and loose. Jason didn't know the extent to which 
James had fought with himself about this, but to know that this had been eating James alive for the past few 


weeks hurt. It was all too familiar of an experience. 


James had leaned back down, kissing at Jason's neck. Jason wrapped his legs up around his waist. His eyes fell 


shut in anticipation. 
There was one finger, then after a moment, two. 
"Good?" James asked, looking for approval. 


"Good," Jason said through a groan. He'd brought a hand up to grip the pillows behind him, and behind closed 
eyes he could still feel James's gaze watching him, studying his reactions. "Keep- keep moving." 


James's fingers scissored suddenly, and the unexpected movement made a moan slip from Jason's mouth and 


his back arch. 


Taking the cue, James did it again. Jason figured James was probably giving himself less credit than he 
deserved. It was obvious that James had the sexual instinct to know what to do and how to do it, but if this 
was a new experience for James, Jason wanted to make sure it went smoothly for the both of them. Besides, 


hearing James look to him for orders felt kinda good. 
"Alright," Jason breathed out. "You know what's next." 


James brought his mouth up to Jason's. Jason caught James's bottom lip between his teeth before reaching a 
hand down to James's length. He managed to quickly thumb its slit, and James gasped into Jason's mouth as 
they kissed. He bucked into Jason's fist almost involuntarily. 


Jason brought his hand back up to cradle and push James's mouth away from his. "Go ahead, then," he said. 
"Fuck me, James." 


James shifted back onto his knees at Jason's words. His hands settled around Jason's hips, and the feeling of 
their quiet strength made Jason's heart race. James brought Jason's legs up to rest over his shoulders, and 
Jason tried to ignore the sight of James summoning a wad of spit to coat his length. That's probably what the 
groupies had to go through, right? 


James's eyes darted up to catch Jason's for a split second. He still wanted- needed- guidance. 


"Go in slowly," he said. Fuck it, Jason thought. "You might be able to slam into some of those groupies, but 
they aren't your bassist" 


And to a bit of Jason's surprise, James still did as he'd been told despite the comment. He pressed in slow, 
allowing Jason to adjust to the sensation until he bottomed out. 


"Fuck," James groaned. "You good, Jase?" 
Jason nodded frantically. "God, fuck- start moving!" he cried. His length ached, he was so hard. 


James began to move in and out of Jason. After a few almost cautious thrusts, the grip James had around 


Jason's waist tightened. He picked up speed, and Jason moaned at the pleasure. 

"Like that," Jason gasped. "Fuck, keep going!" 

James's tanned skin shone with sweat in the dim hotel lighting. His chest heaved and his upper lip was raised in 
almost a sneer as he obediently kept on. His hair hung around his face and over his broad shoulders, bouncing 
in time to the rhythm the pair had formed. Seeing and experiencing James in action made Jason realize that 


perhaps all those groupies hadn't been exaggerating when they screamed and moaned so loudly. 


But something in Jason made him think that James was holding back a bit. Surely James could go harder than 
this? 


"Don't hold back with me, James." 


"Don't hold back?" James repeated, but his tone let on that the question wasn't asked in innocence. His nails dug 


into the soft skin at Jason's hips. The hotel bed rocked and creaked. "You like it rough, Jase? Is that it?" 
"Ah!" Jason cried, gripping the sheets with white knuckles. He'd been right. James definitely had more to give. 


James leaned to murmur in Jason's ear. "I gotta give it to you how you like it, huh?" There was an edge to his 


Voice. 


Jason was practically seeing stars as James continued to thrust into him. James had moved from his ear down 
his neck, kissing him roughly. "H-Harder!" he managed to choke out, bringing a hand up the back of James's 
neck to thread his fingers through his hair. Jason could feel a grin on James's lips against the side of his neck. 


Jason reached down and took hold of one of James's wrists, moving his hand to grasp around his cock James 
easily took the hint, and a moan rose in the back of Jason's throat at the feeling of James's calloused fingers 
beginning to work his length. 

Not long after though did James begin to lose speed. 

"God, Jase, I'm close," James told him breathlessly. 

Jason considered making James wait, but he decided against it. It was only their first time. "Get me there with 
you," he said, thinking that James probably never had previously paid much attention to actually getting any of 
his partners to come too. 

James's teeth were gritted as his fist gave a few more strokes around Jason's length. His thumb glided 
through Jason's slit, and Jason bucked and cried out, finally coming up onto James's chest. James finished close 


behind, and Jason pulled him in for a sloppy kiss as the two rode out their orgasms together. 


They parted, and James pulled out. They laid wearily for a few moments, nothing but the sound of their heavy 
breathing filling the room as the pair took in everything that they had just experienced. 


James watched Jason get up from the bed. He slipped back into his boxers before he stepped into the 
bathroom, returning with a washcloth. He settled back onto the bed with James, who seemed surprisingly 
relaxed. The washcloth was warm to the touch as Jason began to clean off James's chest. 


"How'd | do?" James asked. 


Jason smiled. He felt almost something like a sense of pride, but he would spare James those details. "You did 
just fine." 


"Yeah?" James mused. "You did seem to enjoy yourself” 


The pair settled comfortably into one another. Jason's head rested back against the crook of James's neck. 
James had an arm brought around Jason's torso. It felt like a dream. 


"| think," Jason said, turning to glance up at James, "I think | might have to wear that Misfits shirt again to 
the next show." 


